THE    RAIDERS    GOME    TO    TOWN    I2Q

have destroyed a church, a club, a District
Railway station, and several rows of subur-
ban houses. New York, excitedly listening-in
at midday to the London broadcast, hears the
sound of the warning sirens and the crash of
guns.

In the shelter, a few of the girls hide their faces
as they wait. They are not afraid; they are
pfobably thinking of young men, whose lives
were before them, falling from the sky and
crashing in flames on the ground. The young
men of both sides. Those orators and broad-
casters who treat war as though it were a
blood-sport and describe it in terms of a cup-
tie final, do not represent the spirit of ordinary
British men and women who offer cups of
tea to crashed German pilots, or go out to
rescue them in small boats when they fall into
the Channel.

We stay below the ground for over an hour.
The air-conditioning plant which is supposed to
operate has failed. At the end of half the period,
the danger of asphyxiation appears at least as
great as the risk of damage by bombs. Silence
gradually descends upon the waiting crowds of
workers. Fortunately my reports are finished,
for the heavy atmosphere has completely obliter-
ated my powers of concentration. Dimly I begin
to understand the preliminary sufferings of
sailors, English or German, who dive to their